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thrust in the cartridges, aiming with screwed-up eyes at
the distant little black figures.
The sailors smashed through the cossack defence. Taking
to their horses, the squadrons galloped away through the
village and up the rise beyond. Gregor glanced back and
involuntarily dropped his reins. From the hillside he could
see the far-stretching, mournful snowy steppe, with little
mounds of snow-covered bushes, and lilac evening shadows
lying along the sides of the hollows. For the length of a mile
over the steppe lay the bodies of sailors shot down by the
machine-gun fire. In their sailor jackets and leather jerkins
they looked like crows settled on the field.
In the evening the disintegrated squadrons, having lost
contact with the regiments on either side of them, halted for
the night in two villages situated on a little stream, a
tributary of the river Buzuluk. All night transport wagons
were dragging through the village where Gregor's squadron
was quartered. A battery halted for a long time in the street.
Gunners and staff orderlies wandered into Gregor's hut to
warm themselves. At midnight three of the battery command
burst into the hut, awakening the owners and the cossacks.
Their gun had stuck fast in the stream not far from the
village, and they had decided to leave it there for the night, and
to drag it out with bullocks in the morning. Gregor awoke
and stared at the gunners cleaning the sticky mud from .their
boots, undressing, and hanging up their legrags to dry. A
little later an artillery officer splashed with mud to his ears
came in. He asked permission to stop there for the night,
drew off his greatcoat, and with an unconcerned air spread
the mud spots over his face with the sleeve of his tunic.
" We've lost one gun," he said, staring at Gregor with
eyes as humble as a weary horse's. " They got our range after
we had fired twice. Our gun was in a yard, it couldn't have
been better hidden . . . " to every phrase he quite uncon-
sciously attached some unprintable oath. " Are you of the
Vieshenska regiment ? Will you have some tea ? Woman,
how about a samovar, ah ? "
The officer proved to be a garrulqus, boring companion.
He drank tea unwearyingly. Within half an hour Gregor
knew that he was born in Platovsky district, had been in the
German war, and had been twice unsuccessfully married.
" It's ' Amen ' to the Don army now/' he said, wiping the